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Sophie sought for this purpose in vain. She felt that it
must be clear enough, but so eager was she to discover it
that she could not. Her head ached that afternoon with
such violence that she whimpered on her bed and pressed
the mountains of her thumbs into her eyes. The darting
agony in her temples and crown was so intense that at
last, unable to be still, she rose, trotted across the room
with the childish toddle that came naturally to her when
she was alone and in distress, and rubbed her forehead
and even the top of her head (pulling the hair apart)
against the cold window-pane. This comforted her a little,
and she began to wonder, as she often did when her head-
aches were bad, whether she might not turn into a child
again instead of becoming old.
While, in her mind, she was choosing the clothes she
would put on if she awoke one morning and found that
she was a child, she saw Ramsdell cross the bridge between
the lakes and approach the Castle. In less than ten minutes
he came out with Julie at his side. They went to the boat-
house, crossed the bridge, and disappeared, through the
thicket where the pavilion was, in the direction of the
cottage. Lewis had sent for Julie. Why had he not come
himself?
"Leaving Enkendaal? Not to come back?" Julie had
asked when Ramsdell delivered Lewis's message. He
replied that Lewis would go to the Hague, or perhaps to
Rotterdam, in readiness to take ship for England. "Then
this is the last time I shall see him," she said.
As they walked through the grounds of the Castle, they
spoke little, and when Ramsdell asked her: "Is it to be the
last time, Julie?" she turned her face from him and could
not answer.
Lewis took her into a room downstairs, for the upper
sitting-room, he said, was littered with his packing, but
it was the upper-room that was familiar to her and she
felt isolated and chilled, as though he and she were on a
stage, ignorant of their parts, or had met by chance in a

